ROBINSON AND THE WAR
By H. BACON COLLAMORE I N looking through the letters written by EDWIN ARLING-TON ROBINSON to Edith Brower, I find only one that makes any mention of the war. That one, however, records the poet in a mood twenty-five years ago not at all unlike that in which some of us find ourselves today. On June 2, 1918, Robinson wrote "E. B." from Peterborough, N. H., as follows:
I hope to do something this summer, but I shall feel all the time that I ought to be driving a mule in France; and yet, if the world is worth having, I suppose it is best for one who is almost a rickety quinquagenarian (almost) to do what he can do, rather than use himself up in trying to do what he can't do.
There is no danger of my having too joyous a time. I can only hope that I may leave a little something that will add a little something to the lives of a few others. This sounds rather silly, and yet I suppose I mean it.
Anyhow, I anl Yours always sincerely E. A. R.
Much more interesting (to me, at least) is his note of December 29, 1914, to Miss Brower, enclosing the poem "Cassandra." This seems to me about the best war statement I have found from the pen of E. A. R.
Because a few complacent years
Have made your peril of your pride, Think you that you are to go on Forever pampered and untried? What lost eclipse of history, What bivouac of the marching stars, Has given the sign for you to see Millenniums and last great wars?
In sending the poem to "E. B." Robinson wrote: "The enclosed will make you a little mad and it may at the same time amuse you. Happy New Year!" Miss Brower remarked: "Evidently he thinks me a pacifist, but Cassandra is here addressing the pocket-book pacifists."
The poem first appeared in the Boston Evening Transcript) (Colby Phi Beta Kappa Address, April 16, 1940, p. II) , that "Arnold he liked best of all and from him he most frequently read aloud." The other two prose articles seemed likewise, if not equally, Robinsonian in sound; and all three had appeared in a New York paper in which E. 1""\. R. admitted (in a letter) having had some of his prose printed.
In the December, 1942, issue of the New England Quarterly evidence was presented by Mrs. Alice M. Williams to support a claim that R.obinson was the author of an entirely different piece of prose-an editorial on William Jennings Bryan. After reading her article I feel impelled to retract my claim of authorship by Robinson for the three pieces printed in the Colby Mercury. They still sound au-
